"WE     MUST     REFUSE     YOU     TRANSIT..."      4!
It was a magnificent night. There wasn't a cloud. The
ocean was unbelievably calm from our height. The light of
a full moon filtered through the sky to settle on the water.
The great plane was steady, only the motion and feeling
of power you have in a streamlined train. The sky above
and the sea below blended into a circle of dull blue, so
that there was no horizon, no break in this union of these
ageless elements. You felt as though you had entered the
world of time and space itself, beyond all mortal life except
your own.
By midnight I had turned out my light to sleep. But I
did not sleep long. I felt someone tugging at me. It was the
steward. I heard him saying, " Will you please get up and
dress ? I need this berth ! " I looked at my watch. It was
three-thirty in the morning, and I did not understand why
the steward or any one else would need my berth more than
I did at that hour. But I got out. That was all he really
wanted. It seemed to me the plane was all right. We were
flying on all four motors. We had been flying a very long
time, nearly eleven hours. There was no fog. The sea was
still and smooth. I couldn't figure we were in for a crash.
We weren't* We were turning back to Bermuda.
Halfway across the Atlantic the wireless operator had
been notified from the Azores that there were five-foot
swells in the small harbour at Horta. A clipper cannot
land safely in that treacherous area whenever the waves
are more than two feet high. So our ship made a great
circle in the middle of the ocean and started back to
Bermuda.
We ended our flight at dawn. Here we were again in
Hamilton Harbour. The terrace light still twinkled in front
of Burnt House. We anchored offshore, and a little crash
boat took us to the Belmont Hotel dock. It was too early
to confide in the unsuspecting Baldridges that, like " The
Man Who Came to Dinner," Charles and I were still with
them. But we lost no time moving back into Burnt House
as soon as the Baldridges were awake. " Welcome, wel-
come," said Lakin in his innocence. " Stay right here all
day."
We spent the night at Burnt House, because the clipper
did not go that afternoon,